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Jason was surprised when his professor told him he could have a one-on-one session with a model to make up 
for his own lagging behind. Wasn't there some kind of issue of possible sexual harassment or something? Was 
sending in some lone girl not horrifying to the staff? He'd almost backed out, not wanting something to go 
wrong, but he needed the time and the opportunity-and he wasn't a creep. He liked his class, he was just slow 
more than anything. While his peers sketched and swirled freely, Jason got caught up in details, painstakingly 
going over every single line and dip and curve. By the end of each class, his hand was cramped and wrecked 
and he was leagues behind everyone else. He had no problem just letting go and rolling with the punches with 
everything else-art tripped him up. He wanted to do the models justice, even if they never even saw how they 


were perceived. He also wanted his portfolio to be something he could be proud of, even if it took him a while. 


He set his canvas up opposite the big window overlooking the east courtyard, giving the model, whoever she 
would be, the best light. He got his charcoal out and his pencils, turning his attention to sharpening them to 
fine points. It would only be an hour. Besides, the models got paid, right? At least there was that. It might also 


be kind of awkward without other people in the class, Jason realized, not because anyone really spoke but 


because there would be no ambient white noise sounds of scratching graphite over paper, the rustling of pages 


or the gentle rubbing of erasers. Nothing at all. 


He was just coming to terms with the idea of that oppressive silence when he caught movement in the 
doorway-a flash of blonde hair, a long, lean body, flashes of tan skin Jason tilted his head, bewildered by the 
girl towering over him as she brushed past, and then the model's face turned and Jason realized it wasn't a 


girl at all. 


"Hey." The guy's voice was a little rough, almost sleepy. Blue eyes blinked back at Jason-sleepy, for real. The 
model looked like he'd woken up ten minutes ago, eyes a little bleary, cheeks pink, hair messy, body slack. Then 
Jason realized, thanks to the sudden wash of a familiar scent, the model hadn't been jolted out of a nap. He 


was just stoned. 
Jason had to hold back a laugh. "Hey. You're the-the model?" 


The guy nodded and looked around, eyes landing on the empty space in front of the window, and pointed: "You 


want me here?" 


"Yeah, that's good" The sharpener in Jason's hand froze as the model already started to strip, shedding his 
sweatshirt first. With a better look at his face-and body-Jason deduced that he was actually, in his eyes, 

wildly attractive. Beautiful in a brash, messy way. Kind of like a skater with that outfit and the long hair; or 
maybe like a beach bum with the extra blonde, sunkissed highlights and rich tan. His eyes were so blue too, 
drawing Jason in immediately. He was already wishing he could add some color to the sketch, imagining which 


shades of exact blue he'd use to get that precise color. 


He made himself look away when the model stripped off the rest of his clothes, kicking his shoes to the side 
and dumping everything on top in a pile. Normally the models disrobed in the empty room next door and 
entered with a robe; this guy seemed to be a little unorthodox. Jason looked up just enough to see him 
standing, hands on his hips, looking right back at him. 


"Sitting? Standing?" the model questioned, gesturing to the single chair next to him. 


"Um-" Jason rifled through his past sketches, bewildered by this odd turn of events and unable to remember 
what the hell he'd even been doing all semester. A lot of standing poses. One half-finished sitting pose from a 
few weeks back. "| guess you should sit. | haven't really done that yet." 


The model sat down and leaned forward, resting his forearms on his knees, blonde hair hanging down. He was 


looking around the room curiously but his gaze eventually stopped on Jason and he asked, "How should | sit?" 


Shamefully, Jason felt his face flush. He felt like any way he asked this guy to sit would be weird, apparently 
too much for him. He'd gotten flustered over some of the female models before but not like this. Maybe, he 
thought, because this was, in fact, a guy. A very enticing one at that. The fact that he smoked weed only 


added to that. Jason had a little daydream of the two of them sharing a joint in the woods behind the art 


building afterwards, shotgunning smoke, making out in the safety of shadows and leaves. 

| mean, since my instructor isn't here and l'm sure it sucks to be frozen for so long," Jason began, trying to 
shake off the awkwardness only he seemed to be feeling. "I think you can sit however you want. | only have 
one other sketch that was seated and it's bad. Didn't even finish it" 

The model laughed a little. "What kept you from finishing it?" 

"My own slowness," Jason said, watching the model lean back in the chair. He spread his legs a little, dick and 
balls dangling between his thighs and he clearly couldn't be bothered about it, and tossed his hair back as he 
leaned one arm up on the back of the chair and let the other rest on his thigh, thankfully giving some shield 
to his crotch. "That's why you're here now." 

"Making up for lost time?" 

"Pretty much." 

The model tilted his head. "What's your name?" 


"Oh shit, sorry," Jason stammered, fiddling with the pencil in his hand. "You're literally sitting there naked and | 


didn't even ask your name. I'm Jason" 


The model laughed again-this time it was warm. Amused, but not poking fun. "James." He hummed and smiled 


at Jason. "James and Jason. Isn't that funny?" 

Definitely stoned, Jason deduced. "Yeah, what's the chance of that?" He went to a fresh page and put his pencil 
against it, looking at James and trying to figure out where to start. Usually he started with the shoulders 
first, just to get a better sense of proportion, but James had so much leg, it was tempting to challenge 
himself and start there and work his way up. 

"Are you starting?" James asked, minutely adjusting his position 

"Yes?" Jason questioned, raising an eyebrow at his blank page, then looking back at James. He inhaled and put 
his pencil to the page again, deciding to start with James' right thigh, scouring the soft angle of it as he 
sketched the lines. "Honestly, I've never had a male model before. This is kind of weird, | guess." 


James scoffed a little. "You've never drawn a dude?" 


Jason's eyes flicked back over to James, who was doing a very good job at retaining the pose, or lack thereof. 
"Its a 100-level class, man." 


"Still," James countered. "I think that's weirder that you haven't" 


Jason ignored him for a second then replied with, "Aren't models supposed to be silent?" as he sketched back 


down, getting the inward curve of James’ knee, down even more to the smooth slope of his calf. 
James laughed as he kept his whole body still. "| dunno. Are they?" 

"You ever done this before?" 

"Nope. But | heard through the grapevine someone needed a model for a private session" 

Jason looked up again. "Oh yeah?" 

James had a dopey grin on his face. "Yeah. And | couldn't resist the cash." 


Jason looked back down at his progress, keeping his hand steady and forever moving. He couldn't leave with 
another unfinished sketch. "They should pay us to do this. Its a lot of work, dude. That's why | need this-| 
gotta finish my portfolio for the semester." 


‘Its just drawing, man. It ain't that complicated" 


Jason huffed. What a mouthy model. A hot one, but still. "Its not complicated, but it's not easy. It's even 
harder when someone's sitting.” He narrowed his eyes at the graphite lines in front of himself. "lm realizing 


that now, totally." 
"Want me to stand?" 


James' arm laid over his thigh was the only thing even partially concealing his dick and balls from being in plain 
sight again. If he stood up, that would be super distracting. It was already distracting enough to just have him 


there at all. "No, | really need you sitting," Jason insisted. "You're in a good position now." 


The only movement from James was a slight wiggling of his fingers over the back of the chair. "So you're an 


art student?" 


Liberal arts. | guess," Jason told him. He was working on James’ right leg now, feeling a little more adept at 
picking up the pace, juggling smoothly between looking at his model and looking at the page, trying to remember 
that James was just a model, a person and not someone-or something-to oggle. "I'm not really sure what | 
wanna do yet. Maybe music. | like drawing and painting and all that ‘fine arts' stuff but sometimes | just don't 
feel very good at it" He sighed and sketched James’ narrow ankle, flicking the pencil up and down the match 
the lines of his body, back up to his shin and then back down to the top of his foot. "Being so behind in this 


class doesn't help." 


"Maybe you don't have to be good at it," James suggested. "Isn't there that saying-‘art is in the eye of the 
beholder?" 


"Art, beauty, yeah," Jason agreed. "| want to make sure | get everything right, at least with real-life models." 
He took a moment to review the pair of legs on his page, glanced up at James and began working on his 
shoulders, figuring he'd fill in the torso and hips after he made sure his upper and lower proportions were 
covered. He was working at a good pace, better than he had been in other classes, though Jason felt a bit 
wistful-and silly-thinking how that would mean the session might be over quicker than he anticipated. 


His hand slowed a bit. There was silence then, James seeming to lean into his weed-influenced daze while Jason 
tried to retain his focus. The more of James he drew, the more he concluded that he really was beautiful, 
extraordinarily so, at least as Jason beheld him. He felt very lucky that James had been the one to walk in. He 
also wondered how he'd never noticed him on campus before-surely the blonde hair and height would have 
drawn him in at any other time. If he'd ever caught those blue eyes in the halls or the courtyards, Jason 


would have been bewitched. James sitting there naked was just a random blessing. 

"Hey-why haven't | seen you around?" Jason asked. He really was curious. Maybe he could get a better idea of 
what James did and they could end up in the same class at some point. If he was hearing about modeling gigs 
"through the grapevine," surely he was involved in the arts on campus somehow? 

James smirked. "I thought | wasn't supposed to talk" 

‘Im serious." Jason peered up from behind his canvas. He really wished he could use color, even just for 
James' skin. The deep gold tan almost seemed to shimmer in the sun and the starkly pale skin of his upper 
thighs would have, Jason imagined, glowed in the moonlight. "I think | would've noticed you." 

James tilted his head slightly. "I'm not a student here." 

Bummer. Jason's shoulders slumped down and his heart sank a bit, as pathetic as it was. He was looking 
forward to neurotically creating his schedule around this dude. The sudden and intense crush was developing by 


the second, the need to get to know James and spend time with him heavy in Jason's mind. 


Jason realized he hadn't replied, just kept looking despondently at his canvas, lost in thought. He looked back up 


at James, drawn into those blue eyes once again. "So where do you go?" 
"Nowhere, man" 


Jason broke away from James' gaze and returned to working on his collarbones, angling his arm to get the 
right, straight angle. "Oh. So how'd you hear about this class needing a model?" 


"Because | have friends who go here, duh," James said, chuckling. "One of them is in your class." 
Not that Jason really had gotten to know anyone closely, he still asked, "Who?" 


"IIl let you guess-short and loud" 


Jason paused his sketching. "Oh-shit, yeah, um-| don't remember his name-" 
"Lars." 


"Okay, yeah, Lars." Jason went back to work, trying not to linger too long on the lines of James’ neck. 
Everything was in proportion. It was all coming together, way better than he expected and way more quickly 
than ever before-he was tempted to slow down again, to keep James locked in that chair, but he was 
sympathetic enough to realize it had to be getting uncomfortable by now. "He is pretty loud sometimes. I've 
seen him flirting with the models, which is pretty fucking weird. Like, they're naked, dude." 


"You don't flirt with the naked models?" James asked. Jason was glad to not see his face then, because his 


voice posed the question almost like a challenge, some kind of dare. 


Jason didn't have anything clever to say back to that. He was starting to sweat, literally, heart thumping 
strangely. "No." 


"They're just not your type?" 


Was James flirting with him? He couldn't be. Jason swallowed hard and refused to look up still, putting 
unnecessary energy into going over James' right bicep again. "Not really. | don't know, man" There was a pause, 
a blank surge of his own kind of daring energy in his head, before he looked up and asked, "Why, were you 
expecting me to flirt with you?" 


"Not at first. But I'm kinda disappointed now that you're not" James gave what sounded like a mock sort of 
sigh. "Guess I'm not your type." 


Jason hadn't even realized he had a type before James walked into the room. He was also surprised James 
considered him to be his type, although Jason still had his doubts that this was sincere flirting at all. James 
could be just pulling his leg. He probably saw how flustered he made Jason and was just teasing him. Even still, 


who was really in a more vulnerable position here? 


"|I was expecting a girl before you showed up," Jason said. James continued to look a little amused-it was hard 
to read that as mocking teasing or flirty teasing and it was starting to bother Jason enough to keep going with 
own kind of dare. The guy was already naked, he might as well just say exactly what he means. "You threw me 
off. But I'm not disappointed-you're a really good model. You look like you could be an actual model, honestly.” 
He went back to sketching, moving onto James’ jaw and chin "You're so tall, | mean, look at your legs. If you 


weren't sitting there naked, maybe | would try and flirt with you." 
Jason was a little surprised to hear James scoff. "I'm not hot enough to be a real model." 


Jason scoffed back in response. "Yeah, you are. You'll see that pretty soon when | show you this." 


"Maybe my body-but not my face." 


Jason looked back up at him-neat golden eyebrows over chilling blue eyes with soft lashes, flushed cheeks, 
soft, rosy lips in the most perfect true "lip" shape Jason had ever seen and the most adorable nose he had 
ever seen, too. He even thought the smattering of little scars on James' chin and cheeks were cute-Jason 


would happily kiss those cheeks, right across to his lips, if he let him. 


"I really like your face," Jason insisted. "And like you said, ‘beauty is in the eye of the beholder. I'm the 
beholder." His own nerves had been toned down by James' insecurity. James was hot, undoubtedly to more 
people than just Jason, and him having some doubts about that actually made it easier to flirt with him. It 
made him even more desirable. Jason could work with insecurity. He didn't mind stroking some egos, as long as 


the ego was worthy of stroking. 
"Are you almost done?" James asked; Jason gave him a glance and saw him squirm a bit in the chair. 


"Yeah, almost done. | guess you'll be glad we don't give the faces much detail for nude models," Jason told him. 


"But | wouldn't mind if you were willing to let me do a portrait of you sometime." 
"So | wouldn't have to be naked again?" 


Jason laughed. "Only if you wanted to be, | guess." He stepped back from the sketch and surveyed it, moving 
his eyes from James to the paper and back again, it was good, better than most of his others, and he was 
glad to be able to keep it for himself. It wasn't some centerfold out of Playgirl, it was real, respectful, 


heartfelt art done without haste. He peeked around from his canvas: "I'm done. Wanna see?" 


"Thank fuck," James said, quickly standing up and stretching with his arms over his head. His ribs pressed flush 
against his skin so fiercely Jason could count them, sharp hip bones jutting out below, framing his dick that 
was back out on full display. Jason couldn't help it, respectful or not, James was turning him on again. It only 


got worse when he sauntered over to Jason still fully nude, apparently zero qualms about being an inch apart 


with nothing but bare skin between them. 


"What do you think?" Jason asked, gesturing to his completed work, heat rising in his body with James so close. 


He smelled good beyond the soft weed scent too, warm and earthy, like sandalwood and summertime. 


"Hmm." James cocked his head to the side and crossed his arms. "I've never seen myself in like, drawing form 


before. | guess it looks like me." 
"It is you," Jason said with a laugh. "I promise, I'm not that bad-| think | got you right here." 
James took another few seconds to look it over, then turned to Jason. "So this is going in your portfolio?” 


"Yeah. And thank you, seriously," Jason said, doing his best not to look down below James’ waist. "I really needed 


this." 


James stretched one arm behind his head and arched his back, spine cracking. "I feel like | really need like, an 


hour long massage to make up for that" 


"Well, it's not the exact same thing, but would you wanna smoke with me?" Jason offered. He was confident 
James wouldn't decline now and he really didn't want to lose sight of him yet. Hell, he'd even give him a 


massage if he really wanted. "I have some weed. And | can smell it on you, so | know you smoke." 


James turned his head as he smiled, like some wave of shyness came over him now that his modeling gig was 
up. "Yeah, that sounds good," voice softer. He was reeling Jason in even more with that gentle shyness and he 


didn't even know it. 


It was a victory. Maybe they would actually end up stoned and making out-you never know. Jason gave his 
sketch one last look before tucking it away and beginning to pack up his supplies: "Not that | would mind you 
being naked for that too, but you might wanna put your clothes back on. | don't think campus security 
tolerates streaking." 


James gave a husky little laugh and turned around, giving Jason a brilliant view of his almost delicate shoulder 
blades, long back and, of course, his cute, starkly pale butt. Jason kept watching him get dressed as he finished 
putting his materials away, diverting his attention just for a moment to give his sketch another peek He 
thought he'd captured James in graphite and charcoal very well, though the real flesh and blood version of 


him was even more enchanting. 


"Are you gonna keep that drawing?" James asked as he pulled his shorts on. "Like, after the semester is over 


or whatever?" 


"Yeah, of course," Jason replied, already possessive over that sketch. He was never going to get rid of it. He 


already imagined hanging it up in his room somewhere. "It's one of my better ones." 


James' voice was muffled momentarily as only some blonde hair was poking out of the head of his sweatshirt: 
"lm glad | could help." His face popped out and he huffed as he ran his fingers through his hair. "So where we 


going to smoke, man?" 


It wasn't a very long walk from the arts building but the path Jason had mapped out and explored on his own 
led them to plenty of privacy anyway, away from the big, thick buildings into the protections of big trees and 
all the thick plumes of bright green leaves, even most of the sky was blocked out, leaving them in a 

viridescent, shielded canopy all their own, sitting in soft grass as the sun occasionally poked through and shone 


warmth down on them as they smoked. 


It was just like Jason's fleeting daydream. It was so nice and easy-he and James barely even spoke as they 
passed a big fat joint back and forth. James was leaning back against the tree behind them and Jason sat 


cross-legged next to him, settling back as he coughed on a too-big hit and James laughed, taking the joint back 
for himself. 


"This is good," he said, bringing the joint to his lips. Jason watched, perhaps even more captivated by James 


outside of the studio and fully clothed. 


"Yeah, it's-it's pretty good," Jason agreed. He sighed and looked up at the long branches above them. Painting 
trees, he thought, was something to do. He looked back at James and tilted his head, furrowing his brow as he 


absentmindedly scanned him over. 
James noticed, chuckling as he gave Jason the joint. "What?" 


"| was just thinking-I really like painting," Jason mused, inhaling. The joint was close to being done-he was 
already prepared with another, if James wanted. "Like, being able to really feel the materials I'm using, y'know? 
| like to touch the paint and the canvas and all that." He exhaled through his nose while he admired James’ long, 
lean form reclining against the tree, all spread out and relaxed. "I was thinking about how doing some sculpting 


might be nice, too. Feel the clay, work it in my hands. Really build something.’ 
James raised his eyebrows. "You really like working with your hands?" 
Jason wasn't really sure where that was going but he was nothing else if not always honest: "Yeah." 


"Dude, I'll literally pay you to work those hands on me," James said, already sitting up and pulling his hoodie 
over his head for the second time that day. Jason was, once again, perplexed and frozen, just watching as 


James swiveled on his butt and left his back to him. He looked over his shoulder and added, "Please?" 


Jason blinked at the expanse of tan backside for a second before getting enough sense to stamp the roach out 
on a rock. "Uh-really?" he asked, scooching closer just the same, his hands hovering above James' shoulders. 


"I've never really given someone a massage before. Not like, a real one, | don't think” 


"You can think of me like clay or whatever," James suggested, leaning back, his hair skimming over Jason's 


knuckles. "I bet you'll be really good, man" 


"Well-" Jason said, not able to form any other words when he put his hands on James' shoulders, gently 
brushing his hair out of the way as best he could. He just smoothed them along the curves first, feeling the 
warmth and smoothness of his skin, James sighed quietly and Jason felt him relax even more. He slid his right 
hand to the back of his neck and worked his fingers against his nape, squeezing and massaging, using his left to 
knead his knuckles down the length of his spine. 


‘Oh my god," James moaned, punctuating it with a soft little laugh. "That feels so fucking good, man. | told you." 


"Really?" Jason asked, genuinely surprised. To him, it felt like he was just messing around. He didn't know about 


pressure points or how to get knots out. He didn't even really know how to sculpt actual clay properly and 


imagining James’ body as such just wasn't working-he was very, very aware that he was touching a living, 
breathing and beautiful creature. 


Jason pressed his knuckles hard into the small of James’ back and he hissed, shivering beneath Jason's fingers: 


"Yeah, that's it." 


Jason really, really wanted to kiss James. Even shirtless and underneath his hands, it didn't seem like a true 
invitation to Jason, the risk was still too high. He just kept kneading, the weed keeping him relaxed enough in 
tandem, his head feeling light even while the desire in his heart amped up and grew just as warm as James’ 
skin He smoothed both hands to James’ shoulder blades, digging his thumbs in as he fingers laid over his 
lightly freckled and sunburnt shoulders. 


The ambient, light sounds of birds chirping and the gentle breeze through the trees was the only noise around 
at all. Jason wasn't sure how long it had been of him massaging James but he felt like he could do it forever, 
his hands suddenly capable of a new skill and, even without more verbal affirmation, it was clear James was 
enjoying it. Jason could feel his muscles loosen and soften as he went along and he could feel the deep, slow 
breaths under his hands; his own body felt at ease, content to stay seated in the grass and be so close to 
James. Closer than he'd started, Jason suddenly realized-he'd inched forward little by little, so close that his 


nose was almost stuck in James' hair and his knees were tucked neatly around his hips. 


"So what do ya think?" James asked, letting his head drop forward. "Would you rather be a sculptor or a 
painter? Or a-a drawer? What the fuck do you call people who draw?" 


Jason laughed a little. "Uh, a sketcher, | guess? | dunno, man. That 100-level class is really letting me down" He 
worked up to James’ neck again, massaging his fingers down against his collarbones while his thumbs worked 


into his nape. "But it's hard to say. | don't think your body is exactly like clay, dude." 


James hummed and leaned back, pressing his back against Jason, resting his head on his shoulder. "So how 


much do | owe you?" he asked, blue eyes blinking slowly up at Jason 


Jason blinked in response, dumbfounded once more. Feeling the actual weight-or half, anyway-of James in his 


arms stirred him up even more, made the wanting feel more like a need that was getting harder to suppress. 
Fuck it. If James really wasn't feeling similarly, he wouldn't be shirtless and being asked to be fondled. 


"You don't have to pay me, dude," Jason said, circling his arms around James’ waist. That felt nice, holding him, 


feeling his ribs against his forearms. "Just-just hang out with me again sometime." 


James smiled and reached one hand up, lacing his fingers through Jason's hair with surprising grace; he 
brought Jason down to him and even made the awkward angle work. Their mouths met softly, Jason still 
hesitant, mind swirling with disbelief and relief and awe, while James was quick to part his lips and trace 
Jason's bottom lip with the tip of his tongue. Jason still wanted more; James did too, apparently, turning around 


in his arms, breaking the kiss for just a moment before he lunged forward. He pressed Jason back down into 


the ground and climbed over him, James cupping his cheeks to kiss him again, no hesitation in sliding his tongue 
right against Jason's, both of them moaning quietly. 


It really was just like Jason's daydream, right down to the lush kissing, so perfect he questioned if it was 
actually a real dream and he'd hallucinated everything from the past two hours. Even if it was, he went with 
it, tangling his fingers in James' hair and running his other hand down the length of his back to grab his butt, 
which made James grunt and laugh against Jason's mouth. James kept his thighs clamped around Jason's hips 
and ground their groins together, but Jason cared less about the heat and hardness against his own, too 
focused on the kisses that tasted like earth and sugar and the little sounds that kept ripping out of James’ 
mouth. They nipped at each other's mouths, sucked on tongues, kissing in an easy, lazy harmony that Jason 


was content to let go on forever. 

James pulled away, lifting himself up. He teased his fingers at the hem of Jason's t-shirt, brushing lightly over 
his skin "Okay, so, next time we hang out," he said, inching his fingers up, tracing the fine strip of hair below 
Jason's navel. "I get to see you naked. It's only fair." 


Jason snorted, laughed. "It'll just be me?" 


James crept his other hand beneath Jason's shirt too, lifting it up, smoothing his palms up his abs. "We'll see. 
Maybe | wanna draw you, too." 


"Oh yeah?" Jason asked, putting his hands on James’ thighs, eyes zeroing in on the bulge in his shorts. "You 
any good?" 


"The best," James said, grinning, before he closed the gap between them and kissed Jason again. 


